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George  Barnwell. 

\George  Bartiwell^  the  London  Apprentice  {dafe 
probably  before  1624.)  George  Lillds  Tragedy  ^0^ 
the  fame  name  (avowedly  from  the  Ballad^  tfed,  until 
recently f  to  be  performed  on  Boxing  night,  previous  to 
the  Pantomime,  in  order  that  Apprentices,  who  vifted 
the  Play  houfe  on  fuck  occcfion  by  permiffton  of  their 
mqfters,  might  profit  ly  (he  moral  leffon  and  Godhf 
warning.']  

AIX  youths  of  fair  England, 
XJ^  That  dwell  both  far  and  near, 
^  Regard  my  Story  that  I  tell. 

And  to  my  Song  give  ear. 

A  London  lad  I  was, 
A  merchants  prentice  bound, 

My  name  George  Bamwel,  that  did  fpendf 
My  mailer  many  a  pound* 


AKE  heed  of  women  then. 
And  their  enticing  trains ; 
For  by  their  means  I  have  been  brought 
To  hang  alive  in  chains. 

As  I,  upon  a  day. 

Was  walking  through  the  ftreet 
About  my  mailer's  bufinefs, 

I  did  a  lady  meet. 


A  gallant  dainty  dame, 
And  fumptuous  in  attire, 

With  fmiling  looks  flie  greeted  me, 
And  did  my  name  require. 

Which  when  I  had  declared, 
She  gave  me  then  a  kifs, 

And  faid,  if  I  would  come  to  her 
1  fhould  no  favour  mifs.  ^ 
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IN  faith,  my  boy,  quoth  flie. 
Such  news  I  can  you  tell. 
As  fliall  rejoice  your  very  heart. 
Then  come  where  I  do  dwell 

Fair  miftrefs,  then  faid  I, 
If  I  the  place  may  know, 

This  evening  I  will  be  with  you, 
For  I  abroad  muil  go 


To  gather  moneys  in, 

That  is  my  matters  due : 
And,  ere  that  I  do  home  return, 

ril  come     vifit  yoa 

Good  Bamwel,  then  quoth  fhe. 
Do  thou  to  Shoreditch  come. 

And  aik  for  Miftrefs  Milwood  tbeie. 
Next  door  unto  Tie  gun. 
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ND  truft  me  on  my  truth, 

If  thou  keep  faith  with  me, 
For  thy  friends  fake,  as  my  own  heart, 
Thou  lhalt  right  welcome  be. 

Thus  parted  we  in  peace. 

And  home  I  paff M  right ; 
Then  went  abroad  <^  gathered  in, 

By  Six  o'clock  at  night 


An  hundred  pound     one  t 
With  bag  under  my  arm 

I  went  to  Miftrefs  Milwood's  houfe. 
And  thought  on  little  harm : 

4nd  knocking  at  the  door ; 

Straightway  herfelf  came  down ; 
Ruftling  in  moft  brave  attire. 

With  hood  &  filken  gown. 
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HO,  through  her  beauty  bright. 

So  glorioufly  did  fliine. 
That  flie  amaz*d  my  dazzled  eyes. 
She  feemM  fo  divine. 

She  took  me  by  the  hand. 

And  with  a  modeft  grace, 
Welcome,  fweet  Barnwel,  then  quoth  flie. 

Unto  this  homely  place. 


Welcome  ten  thoxifand  times. 
More  welcome  than  my  brother, 

And  better  welcome,  I  proteft, 
Than  any  one  or  other. 

And  feeing  I  have  thee  found 
As  good 's  thy  word  to  be, 

A  homely  fupper,  ere  thou  part, 
Thou  fhalt  take  here  with  me. 
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PARDON  me,  quoth  I, 

Fair  Miftrefs  I  you  pray ; 
For  why,  out  of  my  matters  houfe 
So  long  I  dare  not  ftay : 

Alas,  good  Sir,  fhe  faid. 

Are  you  fo  ftriaiy  tied, 
You  may  not  with  your  deareft  firiend 

One  hour  or  two  abide  ? 


Faith,  then  the  cafe  is  hard : 

If  it  be  fo,  quoth  flie, 
I  would  I  were  a  prentice  bound, 

To  live  in  houfe  with  thee. 

Therefore  my  deareft  George, 
Lift  well  what  I  do  fay, 

And  do  not  blame  a  woman  much 
Her  fancy  to  bewray : 
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THINK  not  affeaiotfs  force 
Dooth  favour  of  defire ; 
Nor  think  it  not  immodefly, 
I  fhould  thy  love  require. 

With  that  flie  turn'd  afide. 
And  with  a  blufliing  red, 

A  mournful  motion  flie  bewray'd, 
By  holding  down  her  head. 


A  handkerchief  flie  had, 

All  wrought  with  filk  &  gold : 

Which  flie,  to  ftay  her  trickling  tears. 
Before  her  eyes  did  hold. 

This  thing  unto  my  fight 

Was  wond'rous  rare  ^  flrange ; 

And  in  my  mind  S*  inward  thought 
It  wrought  a  fudden  change ; 
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THAT  I  fo  hardy  grew, 
To  take  her  by  the  hand : 
Saying,  Sweet  Miftrefs,  why  do  you 
So  dull  S'  penfive  ftand? 

Call  me  no  Miftrefs  now, 

But  Sarah,  thy  true  friend, 
Thy  fervant  Milwood,  honouring  thee 

Until  her  life  dooth  end. 


If  thou  would'ft  here  alledge, 
Thou  art  in  years  a  boy ; 

So  was  Adonis,  yet  was  he 
Fair  Venus'  love  &  joy. 

Thus  I,  that  ne'er  before 
Of  woman  found  fuch  grace. 

And  feeing  now  fo  fair  a  dame 
Give  me  a  kind  embrace. 
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ISUPP'D  with  her  that  night. 
Choice  viandes  did  abound ; 
And  for  Jthe  fame  paid  prefently 
In  money  twice  three  pound. 

An  hundred  kiffes  then, 
For  my  farewell  flie  gave ; 

Saying,  fweet  Bamwel,  when  Qiall  I 
Again  thy  company  have  ? 


Stay  not  too  long,  my  dear ; 

Sweet  George,  have  me  in  mind, 
Her  words  bewitch'd  my  childilhnefs, 

She  utter'd  thein  fo  kind : 

So  that  I  made  a  vow. 
Next  Sunday  without  fail, 

With  my  fweet  Sarah  once  again 
To  tell  fome^'pleafant  tale. 
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HEN  flie  heard  me  fay  fo 

The  tears  fell  from  her  eye ; 
O  George,  quoth  fhe,  if  thou  doft  fail 
Thy  Sarah  fure  will  die. 

Though  long,  yet  lo !  at  laft. 

The  'pointed  day  was  come^ 
That  I  muft  with  my  Sarah  meet; 

Having  a  mighty  fum 


Of  money  in  my  hand. 
Unto  her  houfe  went  I, 

Wherein  my  love  difconfolate 
In  faddeft  fort  did  lie. 

What  ails  my  hearts  delight, 
My  Sarah  dear  ?  quoth  I ; 

Let  not  my  love  lament  <§^  grieve. 
Nor  fighing,  pine,  &  die. 
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BUT  tell  me,  deareft  friend. 
What  may  thy  woes  amend, 
And  thou  flialt  lack  no  means  of  help. 
Though  forty  pound  I  fpend. 

With  that  (he  tum'd  her  head, 

And  fickly  then  did  fay, 
Oh,  my  fweet  George,  my  grief  is  great. 

Ten  pound  I  have  to  pay 


Unto  a  cruel  wretch ; 

And  well  he  knows,  quoth  flie, 
I  have  it  not.    Tufli,  rife,  quoth  I, 

And  take  it  here  of  me. 

Ten  pound,  nor  ten  times  ten, 
Shall  make  my  love  decay. 

Then  from  my  bag  into  her  lap 
I  caft  ten  pound  ftraightway. 
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A'LL  blithe  &  pleafant  then, 
To  banqueting  we  go  i 
^  Caroufing  in  right  joyous  fort 

While  wine  on  wine  did  flow. 

And  after  that  fame  time, 

I  gave  her  ftore  of  coin. 
Yea,  fometimes  fifty  pound  at  once, 

All  which  I  did  purloin. 


And  thus  it  did  pafs  on : 

Until  my  Mailer  then 
Did  call  to  have  his  reckoning  in, 

Caft  up  among  his  men. 

The  which  when  as  I  heard, 
I  knew  not  what  to  fay : 

For  well  I  knew  that  I  was  out 
Two  hundred  pound  that  day. 
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HEN  from  my  mailer  ftraight 

I  ran  in  fecret  fort ; 
And  unto  Sarah  Milwood  then 
My  ftate  I  did  report 

But  how  fhe  uf 'd  this  youth, 
In  this  his  extreme  need, 

The  which  did  her  neceffity 
So  oft  with  money  feed : 

The  Second  Part,  behold. 
Shall  tell  it  forth  at  large ; 

And  fliall  a  Woman's  wily  ways, 
With  all  her  tricks  difcharge. 
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The  Second  Part 


OUNG  Bamwel  comes  to  thee. 

Sweet  Sarah,  my  delight  i 
I  am  undone,  except  thou  ftand 
My  faithful  fiiend  this  night 

Our  mafter  to  command  accounts. 
Hath  juft  occafion  found ; 

And  I  am  found  behind  the  hand 
Almoft  two  hundred  pound  i 

And  therefore  knowing  not 
What  anfwer  for  to  make, 

And  his  difpleafure  to  efcape, 
My  way  to  thee  I  take ; 


HOPI^JG  in  this  extreme 
Thou  wilt  my  fuccour  be, 
^  That  for  a  time  I  may  remain 
In  fafety  here  with  thee. 

With  that  file  knit  her  brows, 

And  looking  all  aquoy. 
Quoth  fhe,  what  fhould  I  have  to  do 

With  any  'prentice  boy? 


Seeing  you  have  purloin'd 
Your  matters  goods  away. 

The  cafe  is  bad,  <§-  therefore  here 
You  fliall  no  longer  ftay. 

Sweet  heart,  I  faid,  thou  know'ft 
That  all  which  I  did  get, 

I  gave  it,  S*  did  fpend  it  aU, 
Upon  thee  every  whit. 
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I LOVED  thee  fo  well. 
Thou  could'ft  not  alk  the  thing, 
But  that  I  did,  incontinent, 
The  fame  unto  thee  bring, 

Thouartapaltiyjack, 
To  charge  me  in  this  for^ 

Being  a  woman  of  credit  goody 
And  known  of  good  report: 


Therefore  I  tell  thee  flat, 
Be  packing  with  good  fpeed : 

I  do  defy  thee  from  my  heart, 
And  fcom  thy  filthy  deed. 

Is  this  the  friendfliip  that 
Thou  did'ft  to  me  profefs? 

Is  this  the  great  aSedion  which 
You  feemM  to  exprefs  ? 
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?IE  on  deceitful  flirews ! 
The  beft  is,  I  may  fpeed 
To  get  a  lodging  anywhere. 
For  money  is  my  need. 

Falfe  woman,  now  farewell. 
While  twenty  pound  doth  laft. 

My  anchor  in  fome  other  port 
I  will  with  wifdom  caft. 


Perceiving  by  my  words 

That  I  had  money  ftore, 
That  flie  had  gall'd  me  in  fuch  fort, 


Stay,  Greorge,  quoth  flie,  thou  art  too  quick  i 
Why,  man,  I  do  but  jeft. 


It  griev'd  her  heart  full  fore : 

To  call  me  back  again 
She  did  fuppofe  it  beft  x 
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HINK'ST  thou  for  all  my  fpeech, 

That  I  would  let  thee  go  ? 
Faith  no,  quoth  flie,  my  love  to  thee, 
I  wis^  is  more  than  fo. 

You  will  not  deal  with  boys, 
I  heard  you  even  now  fwear. 

Therefore  I  will  not  trouble  you : 
Nay,  George,  hark  in  thine  ear  j 

Thou  lhalt  not  go  to  night, 
What  chance  fo  e'er  befall ; 

But,  man,  a  lodging  thou  It  have  here, 
Or  elfe  the  devil  take  all. 

Thus  I,  by  wiles  bewitch 'd. 
And  fnared  with  fancy  ftill, 

Had  not  the  power  to  get  away, 
Or  to  withftand  her  will. 
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■^HEN  wine  on  wine  I  call'd. 
And  cheer  upon  good  cheer : 

^  And  nothing  in  the  world  I  thought^ 
For  Sarah's  love  too  dear. 

Whilft  in  her  company. 

In  joy  <&»  merriment. 
All,  all  too  little  did  I  think, 

That  I  upon  her  fpent. 


A  fig  for  careful  thoughts  ! 

When  all  my  gold  is  gone, 
In  faith,  my  love !  we  will  have  more, 

Whoe'er  it  light  upon. 

My  Father  s  rich,  why  then, 

Should  I  want  any  gold? 
Nay,  with  a  Father,  fure,  quoth  (he, 

A  Son  may  well  make  bold. 
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HAVE  a  Sifter  wed, 

m  rob  her  ere  I  want. 
Why  then  quoth  Sarah,  they  may  weD 

Confider  of  thy  fcant. 

Nay,  I  an  uncle  have. 

At  Ludlow  he  doth  dwell ; 

He  is  a  grazier,  which  in  wealth 
Doth  all  the  reft  excell. 


Ere  I  will  live  in  lack, 

And  have  no  coin  for  thee ; 

ni  rob  his  houfe,  ^  murder  him. 
Why  fliould  you  not?  quoth  Ihe: 

Were  I  a  man,  ere  I 

Would  live  in  poor  eftate ; 

On  Father,  friends,  ^  all  my  kin, 
I  would  my  talons  grate. 
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OR  without  money,  George, 

A  man  is  but  a  beaft ; 
And  bringing  money,  thou  lhalt  be 
Always  my  chiefeft  gueft. 

For  fliould'ft  thou  be  purfued 
With  twenty  hues  S'  cries. 

And  with  a  warrant  fearchM  for 
With  Argus'  hundred  eyes ; 

Yet  in  my  houfe  thou'rt  fafe ; 

Such  privy  ways  there  be, 
That  if  they  fought  an  hundred  years. 

They  could  not  find  out  thee. 

Caroufing  in  their  cups, 

Their  pleafures  to  content, 
George  Bamwel  had,  in  little  fpace, 
His  money  wholly  fpent. 
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HIGH  done,  to  Ludlow  ftralght 

He  did  provide  to  go. 
To  rob  his  wealthy  uncle  there, 
His  minion  would  it  fo. 

And  once  he  thought  to  take 

His  Father  by  the  way : 
But  that  he  fear'd  his  mafter  had 

Tqok  order  for  his  flay. 


Unto  his  Unde  then 

He  rode  with  might  &  main. 
Who  with  a  welcome  ^  good  cheer 

Did  Bamwel  entertain. 

A  fe'nnight's  fpace  he  ftay  d. 

Until  it  chancM  fo. 
His  Unde  with  his  cattle  did 

Unto  a  market  go. 
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IS  Kinfman  rode  with  him ; 

And  when  he  faw  right  plain. 
Great  ftore  of  money  he  had  took. 
In  coming  home  again, 

Sudden,  within  a  wood, 

He  ftruck  his  Uncle  down. 
And  beat  his  brains  out  of  his  head ; 

So  fore  he  crack'd  his  crown ; 


And  four  fcore  pound,  m  coin, 
Out  of  his  purfe  he  took ; 

And  coming  into  London  town, 
The  country  quite  forfook. 

To  Sarah  then  he  came, 
Shewing  his  ftore  of  gold ; 

And  how  he  had  his  Uncle  flain, 
To  her  he  plainly  told. 
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TUSH,  *tis  no  matter,  George, 
So  we  the  money  have, 
To  have  good  cheer  in  jolly  fort, 
And  deck  us  fine  ^  brave. 

They  lived  in  wicked  fort, 
Till  all  his  ftore  was  gone , 

And  means  to  get  them  any  more, 
I  wis  poor  George  had  none. 


Therefore,  in  railing  fort, 
She  thruft  him  on  the  ftreet ; 

Which  is  the  juft  reward  they  get,^ 
That  afl:  thus  indifcreet. 

Oh !  do  me  not  difgrace. 
In  this  my  need,  quoth  he. 

She  call'd  him  thief  &  murderer. 
With  all  the  ^ite  might  be. 
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O  the  Conftable  flie  fent 

To  have  him  apprehended : 
And  fliew'd,  in  each  degree,  how  far 


He  had  the  laws  offended* 
When  Bamwel  faw  her  drift. 


Where  fear,  <^  dread,  &  confcience-fting, 
Continually  on  him  lay. 


Unto  the  Lord  Mayor  then 

He  did  a  letter  write ; 
Wherein  his  own     Sarah's  faults 

He  did  at  large  recite. 

Whereby  Ihe  feized  was 

And  then  to  Ludlow  fent : 
Where  flie  was  judg'd ,  condemn'd,  <§•  hang'd. 

For  murder,  incontinent. 


To  fea  he  got  ftraightway ; 
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ND  there  this  quean  did  die, 

This  was  her  greateft  gains  i 
For  murder,  in  Polonia, 
Was  Barnwel  hang'd  in  chains. 

Lo !  Siere's  the  end  of  youth ; 

A  warning  lett  this  be 
To  all  that  walk  in  evil  waies. 

Avoid  bad  companie. 
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